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drew up alongside and a subaltern in the stern hailed
me.

" Hello, Sinbad.   Any charts aboard ? "

" Only an old one of the Thames Estuary," I replied,
having noticed it already in the chart locker.

" Chuck it down, will you ? It might come in
useful."

When I reappeared on deck again the subaltern
penetrated my disguise.

" You're the gunner bloke, aren't you ? " he said.
" Didn't recognise you at first in your birthdays.
What about a trip in the old Skylark ? Room for
another one. Nice afternoon trip round the North
Foreland. No return fares."

I remembered then they had told me they were
going to make a dash for England. There were four
of them now. They had picked up another major
and he sat up in front next to the pilot.

The sudden invitation gave me a jump. I looked
back and saw the dirty smudge on the coast that was
Dunkirk. I looked the other way and saw (or
imagined I did) England. It was a bit of a risk,
of course. On the other hand, it would mean several
hours less for me on that sickening beach. And by
this time, like everyone else, I was bored stiff with
it. Anything to get away.

I couldn't make up my mind at first what was
holding me back. Then I knew. I was stark naked.
The idea of landing on my native heath without even
woad, required a little digesting. If I'd had my
battle dress on, or even the right half of it, I'd have
been in that speed-boat like a shot. As it was, I
hesitated. I came very near refusing the offer when
I had an inspiration.

" Half a minute," I shouted.

I dashed down to the cabin and in no time was
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